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| Know You 


Author's Notes: 
When | finished If, | really liked where it ended, but when | re-read it, | realized that the ending felt a little 


forced to me. As a result, | ended up writing this story. Will be my first multi-chapter fic on Rockfic. 


It was easy to tell there was something wrong with Lars. At least for me. He'd fidgeted throughout the entire 
awards ceremony, he could not make his smiles reach his eyes at all of the after parties and every single 
second he wasn't talking to someone, his smile disappeared. He blamed it on being tired after the awards 


ceremony. | didn't buy it. It didn't feel right. 


| made the decision to go check up on him after he had gone to bed. | told myself it wasn't anything more than 
just checking to make sure he was sleeping all right. That | was not going to pry about what was making him 
so sad. | had a spare key to his room. We always gave each other the extra key. Habit from years ago. 


| opened the door quietly. | didn’t see him anywhere. | grinned at all of his stuff thrown around the room. 
Classic exhausted Lars. He'd curse himself in the morning, but right now, he didn't give a fuck if something was 
crumpled up on the floor next to the bed. 


"Lars?" Where the hell was he? My eyes caught sight of movement out on the porch. | smiled when Lars 
turned to look at me. He didn't say much. It was probably still hard to say anything. Our eyes met. He gave me 


a tired smile. 


"You okay?" It was a stupid fucking question and it would get me an answer that | deserved for asking him 
something like that. Of course he was fucking okay. He wouldn't tell me different, even if he wasn't okay. 


He fed me some bullshit about the after parties tiring him out. | should have called him on it. But | couldn't. 
Instead, | chuckled. Watched him relax and look back out at the stars, dismissing me entirely. 


"Well, have a good night and try to get some sleep tonight" | called out, wanting to tell him to get his ass 


inside and curled up in bed where he should be at..what fucking time was it? Four in the morning? 


Lars shot back the smartass comment | was expecting. | forced a laugh out and left him alone in his room. The 
door clicked shut in front of me. 


| couldn't get the image out of my head. Lars, curled up on the porch, staring up at the stars, hopefully 
wrapped in a blanket. Hopefully not freezing cold sitting out there by himself. | groaned. Now that image 
wouldn't leave my head. 


Lars was an adult. He could take care of himself. He did not need me going in there and babying him, making 
sure he was sleeping all right. | let myself into my room and tossed my jacket off, throwing it on the chair. 


| changed into my pj's and got myself a glass of water. Lars was probably still sitting out on the porch, staring 
at the stars. | walked over to the balcony and opened the sliding glass door. | stepped out onto the cool 


concrete, shivering. Fuck. It was cold out. | looked over at Lars' balcony and my heart stopped. 


He was still sitting there, but now he was curled up on the corner of the love seat. His eyes were closed and | 
could see the remains of fresh tears. | swore under my breath, turning and immediately going back into my 


room. | grabbed the key to Lars' room and let myself back in, careful to be quiet. 


What the hell did he think he was doing? He was gonna give himself fucking pneumonia at this rate! | walked out 
to the porch, sliding the door open and took the sight of him in. Lars had his arms wrapped around himself and 


his face was scrunched up. Lars.. 


| decided to wait until tomorrow to yell at him for sitting out here without even a blanket in just his boxers 
and a wifebeater. Reaching down, | slowly got one arm under his knees and wrapped the other around his 
shoulders. | picked him up, carefully situating him against my chest. He shifted and buried his face in my neck, 
his arms going around my shoulders. | shivered, waiting to make sure he didn't wake up before | started to 


carry him back inside. 


"Cliff." 


The soft whisper was almost too quiet to hear. | froze, looking down at Lars in my arms. His face moved, 


nuzzling my neck and pressing closer. | closed my eyes and swallowed hard. God Lars. 


| brought him over to the bed, tugging the covers back enough to get him under them. | put him down, then 
tugged the covers up and over him. | watched him shiver again Fuck he was still cold. | looked around, looking 
for something else to put on top of him. There was another blanket in the closet. | grabbed it and immediately 


spread it over Lars. It seemed to settle him down a bit. 


| had to make sure he would settle into sleep again. | shut the door to the porch and closed the curtains. 
Smiling at the mess around the room, | started to pick up his clothes, folding them into a neat pile on the 


chair. 


Glancing back at the bed showed me a Lars who was now carefully buried and no longer shivering. | smiled. 


Walking over to the bed, | kissed the top of his head and grabbed my copy of his key. Nght Lars 


| left the room, careful to be quiet and not wake him. | walked back over to my room and froze. | only had one 


key in my hand. The key to Lars' room. | never grabbed mine. 


"Fuck" | growled. Now, it was either traipse down to the hotel lobby in my ratty sweatpants and undershirt to 
request another key with no form of identity..or spend the night in Lars' room and deal with that shit 
tomorrow. Or try and find where Lars kept the spare key to my room. Fuck. | was too tired to deal with all of 
this shit. 


| let myself back into Lars‘ room and searched in all of the obvious places. His wallet, the dresser, the 
bathroom. | couldn't find his room key or mine anywhere. | glanced at the lump on the bed and grinned a little 


bit. Cute fucker. He was getting a bedmate tonight whether he wanted one or not. 


| padded over to the other side of the bed and lifted the covers, sliding in, trying not to make too much 
movement and wake him up. Mmmm. Warm bed. Perfect. | yawned and looked over at the lump again. With any 


luck, he'd never even realize | was here until he woke up in the morning. 


| closed my eyes and felt him shift. | opened one eye, looking at him to make sure that he settled back down 
again. He moved from one side to the other. Grunted. Didn't look comfortable. Moved again. Moved close enough 
to the middle that he started to slide closer to me. He still looked asleep. | reached out under the blankets and 
rubbed his arm gently, trying to calm him down and get him to relax. 


He grunted again and slid the final foot to be pressed against me. | closed my eyes and gave a silent groan. Of 
course this was what was going to happen. He still felt cold. Good thing | am a heater. He situated himself 
nicely against me, his nose buried in my neck again and one arm wrapped around my waist. One of his legs 
slowly wrapped around my thigh and | gave another mental groan. Might as well make the best of this. | 


wrapped an arm around his waist and rubbed at his back gently, feeling him relax and sag against me. 


"Sleep." | urged softly, kissing the top of his head again. | waited a few minutes, my eyes drifting closed. | heard 
a soft snore escape and knew that he was asleep, really asleep this time. | grinned again and relaxed. 


Wake Up Call 


Author's Notes: 
The first paragraph of this chapter is my favorite, without a doubt! :) 


Warm. Cozy and warm. Almost too warm. Little hot actually. What the fuck | never get hot at night. | opened 
one eye and peeked at the blankets. Too many. Like six. Maybe seven Good-fucking-byel | lifted my leg and 
kicked them off, sighing happily as cool air rushed over my skin. Much better. Muuuuuuuuch better. | closed 
my eye and snuggled into the pillows again. 


"The fuck..? Where'd the fucking blankets go?" 


| felt the other half of the bed shift. Both of my eyes snapped open. Goodbye sleep! What the fuck! | hadn't 
brought anyone back to my room last night! The blankets were suddenly dragged back on top of me and | 


groaned. A happy grunt came from beside me. 


All right. | had to think. Who the fuck did | invite back to my room last night? No one. | didn't even fucking flirt 
with anyone last night! | turned to look over at whoever the fuck was curled up next to me and blinked when | 
caught sight of familiar blonde spiky hair. 


"James?" 


Another grunt and the blankets tightened up, the hair almost disappearing under the bundle. | smiled. Fuck, 


James could be adorable when he was half asleep. But there were more important matters to discuss. 

"James why the fuck are you in my bed? Not that | care, but you know, I'd like to know what you are doing 
here when you have a perfectly good room right next door that has all of your shit in it and a perfectly good 
bfffffhh-" 

| blinked and looked down at the hand that was now covering my mouth and grinned. Un-erring accuracy. He 
was awake. | looked at the lump again and saw agitated blue eyes glaring at me. Not really mad, just mad he 


was awake. 


"| got locked out of my room. | don't know where the fuck you hid my spare key. | was tired. Still am tired. We 


don't have to leave until noon. It is..." 
| watched as James twisted and glowered at the alarm clock. | bit my lip to keep from grinning. 


"Eight thirty in the fucking morning. | am not waking up for at least another two hours and neither are you." 


| opened my mouth, about to argue, when James grabbed me and tugged me back under the blankets and 
against him. | blushed. It was hard not to realize how much bigger James was than me when | was pressed 


against all of him. "James, | need to get up to-" 


"You do not need to get up. Now don't make me gag you." He grumbled and closed his eyes, wrapping his arms 


around me and squeezing. 


Fuck, now that image brought up some shit | would rather not think about. Like James gagging me, tying me up 
and- 


"Relax. I'm not going to bite you. | just want you to get some more sleep. You can't run on four hours of 


sleep." James said, his voice softer and slurred with sleep. 


| took a deep breath and nodded. James was right. | would either end up drinking several cups of coffee to 


make it to tonight or pass out sometime in the afternoon. 
"Sleep." 


| felt James' large hand on my back, rubbing and massaging gently. | groaned and my whole body seemed to 
sag. Damn James and him knowing exactly where | get sore and where the spots on my back and shoulders are 


that always bother me. | melted against him. Ugh, his hands feel so much better than anyone else's too. 


It did not take Lars long to fall asleep again. | was surprised he didn't tell me where my spare key was and tell 
me to get the fuck out of his room. Instead, here | was, with Lars snuggled against me again, snoring softly. 
Holy fuck things could change overnight. Good thing | had set the alarm clock last night. | yawned again. More 
sleep sounded perfect. 


Dirty 


Author's Notes: 
Hehehehe. James sleeps in. Sleepy James is perhaps my favorite James ever. <3 


"Ugh, James, why didn't you wake me up at ten thirty like you told me you were going tol We needed to get 


out of here by noon!" 
"You needed to sleep!" 
"I needed to get out of here on time!" 


| rolled my eyes at the dramatic pronouncement. Lars was so over-dramatic at times. "Relax, I'll just call down 


and let them know we're running late and that we'll be out of here by one pm. It's not a big deal." 

"We're not going to be late!" 

| smiled at the shout from the bathroom. | opened the door a crack and peeked in so | could ask Lars where 
the fuck he had hidden my room key so | could make sure that we weren't late. | caught sight of Lars’ back, 
bare and pale and perfect as he climbed into the shower. | bit down a groan. Why was | in here again? 

"Uh, fine, wanna tell me where you hid my room key so | can get back into my room?" | shot back, staring at 
the curtain, wishing it was one of those see-through glass showers. Not like | hadn't seen Lars naked before, 
but it was different when you wanted to admire said nakedness. 

| grinned when Lars poked his head out of the shower and glowered at me. | caught sight of the water running 
down his neck and down over his chest. | wanted to follow that droplet with my lips and tongue all the way 
down his stomach and- 


"Earth to one fucking James Hetfield!" 


| snapped back to attention. No more daydreaming about dropping to my knees to suck on Lars! tummy. Or rub 
the inside of his thighs. Or have his fingers clench my back as l- 


"JAMES!" 


"Yes?" | was surprised my voice was as calm as it sounded. Thank fuck my body was angled or Lars would see 


the erection | was now sporting. 


"The keys are in the back fucking pocket of my pants. I've told you three fucking times now and | don't think 


you've heard me oncel" 


How was | supposed to listen to him tell me where the key to my room was when he was standing there, 


torso now also exposed, water dripping down every inch of him? Fuck. 


"Right. Sorry." | mumbled. Not that | was actually sorry. | was more upset that | wasn't in there, sharing that 
shower with him and sucking every droplet of water off of his skin. | closed the door to Lars' bathroom and 
groaned a little bit, looking down at the tent in my pants. Obstinate fucker. We weren't getting any any time 


soon. 


| went and grabbed the two keycards from Lars' pants, having no way to tell which was which. It didn't fucking 
matter at this point, as long as | got into my room. Which didn't have a hot, wet and naked Lars in the shower. 
Damnit. 


Two minutes later | was in my room. | leaned back against the door and sighed. It wouldn't be long before Lars 
was banging on the door, demanding we get out of here. | sucked in a deep breath. It didn't help anything that | 
was still turned on, imagining a naked and wet Lars in the shower. 


| didnt feel dirty. Not even when | turned on my own shower, leaned into the spray and closed my eyes as my 
hand wrapped around my cock. Not even when | imagined going down on Lars, kissing and sucking every single 
inch of his skin, fucking him slow and gentle, him writhing beneath me, fingers clenching at my back, his legs 
wrapped around my hips. | did feel dirty when | came, my whole body shaking as | fell against the shower wall, 
panting hard. 


| cleaned myself off, wiping away all the evidence. | got out of the shower and was packed and ready to go by 
the time Lars came banging on my door. | shot Lars a sheepish grin as he grumbled about me making him late 
and stomped off towards the elevator. If I'd had my way, it would have been much later. 


Let\'s Talk 


Author's Notes: 
This is the final chapter of this fic, and as sad as | am to see it end, | really like the ending for it. 


"Hey Lars, can | ask you something?" James asked, looking over at Lars. 

"You just did" 

James flicked a cornflake at Lars, hitting him in the forehead. "Don't be a dick, l'm serious." 

"Nice to meet you Serious. l'm Lars." Lars turned the page in his newspaper, still reading through it. 
"Lars." His voice was a low growl and if nothing else, it would make Lars look up at him. 

He sighed and put down his paper. James was being unusually stubborn. "Yes James?" 

He looked down at his cereal again "You don't have to answer if you don't want to." 


Lars raised an eyebrow. "l'm not afraid of answering anything you might ask me James. If | don't want to 


answer, | won't fucking answer." 


"Yeah. | know." James said, taking another slow bite of his cornflakes. He took a deep breath and asked the 
question that had been bugging him since the night of their induction into the Rock and Roll Hall of Fame. "Were 
you and Cliff in a relationship?" 


He froze, his spoon halfway to his mouth. He dropped it slowly back to the bowl and looked at James. "Why 


would you ask me that?" 


He didn't have a good explanation. Even a bad one. Just a gut feeling that that was what had made Lars cry 
that night. "Because | think that you were." James answered honestly, looking up at Lars' stunned face. He didn't 


expect Lars’ eyes to fill with tears and look away from him. 


Is none of your fucking business.” Lars snarled out, standing up and turning his back on James while he 
started to rinse out his bowl. 


"You were crying on the night of our induction When.when | came to help you into bed, you called out his 
name. While | was carrying you to bed" James said, staring down at his hands, wondering how Lars would take 


this. 


He bit down on his lip. He would not cry. Not here, not in front of James, and certainly not like this. "Its none 
of your fucking business what Cliff and | were to each other!" Lars shouted, turning to glare at James. 


"So you were." James said softly. His shoulders slumped a little. Lars had been, probably still was, in love with 
Cliff. Long before he had even thought about being attracted to Lars. No wonder Lars fucked around. He didn't 


let anyone get close enough to hurt him again. 


"Fuck you James! Why are you bringing this shit up now? Why does it suddenly matter to you?" He continued 
to shout, glaring at James, his hands balled into fists. 


James swallowed and looked up at Lars from the table. "Because it still clearly matters very much to you." He 


watched Lars stop and almost vibrate with fury. His face was red and angry. His eyes glittered with tears. 


"I. Do not EVER. EVER. Want to talk about Cliff and myself and our relationship again. Ever James. As far as 


you are concerned, it never fucking existed. Understood?" 


He gave a small nod and looked down at his cereal as Lars stomped out of the room. James went to pick up his 
orange juice, but his hands were shaking so bad that he only managed to spill it. He put the cup back down and 
stared at his cereal again. He flinched when he heard the front door to HQ slam shut. 


Lars. 


It took Lars a week to speak to me again. Whenever he did, Lars refused to look me in the eye. | could 
understand that. But it still hurt. | missed him. Missed talking with him and laughing with him. Missed fighting 
with him. 


For the first time, | felt guilty for being so attracted to him. | stopped trying to sneak looks at him when he 
came out of the shower at HQ. He stopped stealing my robe, choosing instead to wear his black one. Within a 
few days, it no longer smelled like him. | hated that | missed it. That | had been enjoying the smell of Lars on 


my robe. 


| hated that my eyes would still stay on his back whenever he played in only his boxers. | loved to watch his 
muscles move and flex. | could always tell when he was getting sore. My fingers itched with the urge to touch 


and massage, to make him relax again. 


It was almost like 2004 all over again. Except this time | knew the train wreck was coming and | was watching 
it in slow motion. Lars was putting in too many hours. He was not seeing his massage therapist. He wasn't 


eating right. 


| told Kirk We both tried to mention it to Lars. Every time, we were shut down, and for a week, things would 
get better. Lars would eat, appear to be getting proper sleep, and then he would go back to the pattern again 


One week | heard Kirk and Lars in a yelling match. It went on for a while. After that, Lars worked shorter 
hours. He ate better. | relaxed, because he was moving away from the bad habits. Whatever Kirk had said had 


worked. 


Lars started laughing again. The tension evaporated from between Lars and everyone. Except me. He would 
laugh and joke, we would even laugh together. But our hearts weren't in it. We both knew it. 


It took me another week to work up the courage to talk to him. To really talk to him. Maybe even tell him how 
| felt, but that would depend on Lars. | cornered him in his office. | made sure to lock the door behind me. He 


was on the phone, chattering away, his feet up on his desk, his eyes closed as he reclined in his office chair. 


| waited until he was done with his conversation. He opened his eyes and looked at me. His eyes went wide in 


surprise and | almost smiled. It was rare that | surprised Lars. 
"Hey Lars." 
"Hey! James, I'm sorry, I'm about to step out, | have a meeting that | have to go to and it-" 


"It can wait." | forced the words out, but | looked at Lars. | was serious and he could tell. He sat back down at 


his chair, keeping the wooden desk between us. 
"James, | really need to-" 


"You need to shut the fuck up and listen to me for five minutes!" | growled out. | knew it would piss him off, 
but | didn't care. Anger | could deal with. Him yelling and shouting | could deal with. 


| sucked in a deep breath and kept going before he had a chance to raise more protests. "I don't care if you 


and Cliff were in a relationship, okay?" 
"James!" 


"No! Let me fucking finish!" | snarled, walking closer to him, planting both of my hands on the surface of his 
desk, leaning closer to glare at him. 


"You want to give me the silent treatment? Fine. You wanna be pissed off that | pried into your private life? 
Fine! All of that is absolutely fucking fine with mel I'd say | deserve it after some of the shit I've done to you!" 


| watched Lars sink back in his leather seat, eyes wide, showing his surprise at my anger. 


"But don't insult my intelligence by trying to tell me that you aren't still in love with Cliff." | watched him open 
his mouth, then look down and close it slowly. My heart was pounding so hard, | thought it might come 


straight out of my ribcage. 


"Do you really think that Cliff would want this for you? For you to continue to pine after him, year after 
year? Never really moving on? Never really dealing with your grief?" His eyes went from surprise to anger. 


Good. Now we were getting somewhere. 


| kept going. | was not going to stop now. "Don't you think that you still deserve to be loved by someone?" | 
knew | hit a nerve when Lars winced. "I know Cliff would want that for you. For you to be loved so much that 


you can barely stand it" | watched Lars bite his lip and clench his eyes shut. 


| lowered my voice, walking around the desk to his chair, kneeling next to it. “Cliff would want, more than 
anything else in the world, for you to be happy Lars." | paused and took another deep breath. Now for the 
hardest part. "lm your best friend" | nearly choked on the words, but | had to say them. For Lars. "Don't you 
think | want the same thing for you?" 


| watched him give a slow nod, his eyes still clenched shut. | smiled and wrapped my arms around his 
shoulders, pulling him into a tight hug. | stood and lifted him up before squeezing him close, kissing the top of 
his head. 

"Then don't push me away." | whispered, squeezing him again gently before | set him back down in his chair. | 
kissed the top of his head again, pulling away before | did something stupid like confess I'd had a crush on him 
for the last five or so years. 

"See you later." | stuffed one hand in my pockets and waved the other as | unlocked the door to his office and 


shut the door behind me. So much for that person ever being me. | kicked at the rug and walked down the 
hallway to the studio. Playing would do me good. 


| had no idea how long | stared at my office door for. According to my phone, | had missed four phone calls 


and at least six text messages. They didn't matter. James' words were still ringing in my head. 
Do you really think Cliff would want this for you? 

Don't you think you deserve fo be loved by someone? 

Ím your best friend. 

Im your best friend Don't push me away. 


| covered my face with my hands. Fuck. 


Im your best frend 

Fuck! | stood up and paced from one end of my office to the other. | rubbed my face again, still pacing, 

Then don't push me away. 

| wanted to fucking scream. It felt like two different conversations with James had happened at the same time. 
| rubbed my face again, sinking back into the comfortable leather chair behind my desk | planted my elbows on 
the desk 

Dont push me away. 

Dont you think you deserve to be loved by someone? 

Dont push me away. 

| stared at the door. 

Dont push me away. 

| stood up again, walking towards the door. 

m your best frend 

"Too fucking right you are. And fuck if I'm gonna let you do the same shit to me that | just did to you" | 
growled. | stalked through HQ. There was only one place James would have gone after an argument like that. 


The studio. 


| pushed open the sound-proof door and took in the sight of James, immersed in his music, sitting on his stool. 
Some shit never changed. And some did. 


"You know, best friends don't ogle each other when they're in the shower together." | watched James take off 
his headphones slowly and look at me. He was wary. | could still see the hurt in his eyes. 


"Nor do they end up cuddling after one of the best nights of their lives." | continued, seeing him flinch. 
"Nor, for that fucking matter, do they kiss each other on the top of the head after an argument and say shit 
like ‘Then don't push me away." | added, crossing my arms and looking at him. | watched as he put his guitar 


down and stared at the floor. 


"Best friends don't do any of that shit” | said, glaring at James. 


"Lars, |-" 


"No. No. It is now my turn to talk, since you took yours earlier." | said, cutting him off. "Yes. I'm in love with 
Cliff” | watched his eyes carefully as | said those words and caught his reaction before James could stop it. 
"lve been in love with him since we managed to get him into the band" | watched James flinch again and | 


walked closer to him. 


"I find it very weird that my best friend would care about who | was in love with. Not fucking, see, that you 
could explain away. But in love with? Thats harder." | was only a few feet away from James now. | crossed my 


arms in front of him. 


"You asked me something. You asked me if | thought | deserved to be loved by someone." | took a deep breath. 
"You deserve the truth on that one. No. | don't. | didn't deserve Cliff, for as little time as we had together, and 
| certainly don't deserve any kind of happily ever after." | waved my hand, dismissing it. "I've known that for a 


long time." 


"Then you asked me something else James. Something a liHle..odd" | watched him open both of his eyes and 
look at me, still wary. "You asked me: "Don't you think | want the same thing for you?" And that confuses me 


a little." 


| watched James blink. He didn't understand where | was going with this. Not yet. "Of course, you were saying 
that in reference to Cliff wanting me to be happy, right?" 


"Yes." 


The single-word confession made me grin. James never liked it when | read into his statements this much. 


Most of the time | was over-analyzing. But not this time. This time | knew | was right. 


"I think you're lying." | watched as James' eyes snapped open and he glared at me. "In fact. | know you're lying." 
The glare got darker and angrier. Good. "Want to know how | know you're lying?" 


"I'd love for you to enlighten me." 


Oh, James only spoke like that when he was pissed. Super pissed. Like, ready to kill something pissed. Even 
better. | walked closer until | could almost straddle his legs while he sat on his stool. "I know you don't want the 
same thing for me. What you actually want is for me to be happy like that with you..and no one else." 


| watched the shock register on James’ face. It was quickly followed by shame and embarrassment. Clearly, | 


was right on the money. 


"See why I'm confused? Here you are on one hand, practically trying to push me into someone else's arms. On 
the other hand, you're asking me not to push you away. Which is it James? Which do you want?" | waited, 


holding my breath. | stared at him, wanting, needing some sort of answer to this twisted message James had 


been sending me. 
"| wouldn't make you happy." James mumbled, staring down at the floor. 


"That wasn't what | asked" | replied softly, reaching out to touch James’ arm. His skin jumped under my touch, 


and | smiled. "I asked you, James Hetfield, what you wanted" 

Bright blue eyes met mine and | smiled at the look | saw there. Determination About me. 

"You." 

"Me?" | blinked and chuckled a little bit. 

"Yes." James' voice grew in strength. "I want you. | want to touch you. | want to worship and kiss every single 
inch of you. | want to love you like you deserve, whether you like it or not damnit. But." His voice petered off 
and he looked down again. His voice was barely a whisper when he spoke. "I want you to want me too." 

| smiled at him and straddled his legs. | cupped his face in my hands. "You weren't the only one peeking in the 


shower. You just need to get better at it. I've had a few decades worth of practice." | smirked when his eyes 
went wide and pulled his face down to mine. Yeah, that wanting bit? Not gonna be a problem. 


